THE MAGNATES

again. "I must also tell you that I don't really like to be mixed up in
this sort of thing, so you'll understand. If it got talked about, the
Academy would be closed to me for ever, apart from everything else.
But I don't want you to be so silly as to fall into the wrong hands. Don't
do anything at all without coming to see me again, eh?"
Only then did Isabelle burst into tears.

"What's the matter? What's the matter?" said Lartois. "Have I
been too frank? But there are certain things that have to be said all
the same!"

He took her face in his hands and kissed her forehead in a fatherly
way.

"You'll see that in five years' time all this'H seem no more than a
distant and quite ordinary episode in your life," he went on gently.
"When something unpleasant happens, you must always consider how
long it'll be before it no longer matters."

She was still crying and found it consoling to have him sitting beside
her on the examination couch with an arm round her shoulders.

"At least I hope it was good?" he said confidentially. "Was it worth
while? Was it a wonderful night?"

She began to realize that Lartois's fingers were following the same
path that they had taken medically some moments before, and there
was a hot, quick breath on her shoulder.

"No, really, what are you doing?" she muttered.
"You wouldn't care to try again?" he said in a strangled voice.
She wanted to cry out, but suddenly the doctor's mouth was already
on hers; he had suddenly twisted round on to the examination couch
and was now covering Isabelle with the whole length of his body.

"Doctor! What are you doing? Are you mad?" she cried, trying to
fend him off.

She managed to get free and to jump off the couch. He did not
pursue the farce, with her standing there, her stockings falling about
her feet, while he lay fully dressed. He got to his feet, a little breathless.
The blood had mounted to his cheeks, and Isabelle was struck by the
expression in his eyes. She recognized the curious, fixed look that she
had noticed before at a dinner, where Lartois had begun to tell obscene
stories almost openly in the presence of a young woman: two bril-
liant, little, empty lights, asinhuman as the electric eye he had just been
wearing.

"What you have just done is unworthy of a man, Professor!" Isabelle
said, dressing as quickly as she could.

"On the contrary, my dear girl, it's perfectly worthy of a man. And
it would have been the best way of calming your nerves. Anyway,
you're stronger than I thought."

He seemed perfectly at ease, and smoothed his greying hair with a
well-cared-for hand.